me by an English traveler whom I met in a bar one night   12 3
in Nice. I went back to the hotel, changed my clothes,
wrapped the old ones in a bundle with the idea of throw-
ing them in a ravine and, armed with the prescription of
the English globe-trotter, I made for the drug store.
I had to walk a considerable time before I could drop
the buxidle unobserved. By that time*the jitterbugs had,
come on again. I made for the bottom of the moat near a
dead horse swarming with bottle-flies.
The druggist spoke nothing but Greek. Diarrhoea is
one of those words you never think to include in a rough
and ready vocabulary—and good prescriptions are in
Latin which every druggist should know but which Greek
druggists are sometimes ignorant of. Fortunately a man
came in who knew a litde French. He asked me immedi-
ately if I were English and when I said yes he dashed out
and in a few minutes returned with a jovial-looking
Greek who turned out to be the proprietor of a cafe
nearby. I explained the situation rapidly and, after a brief
colloquy with the druggist, he informed me that the pre-
scription couldn't be filled but that the druggist had a
better remedy to suggest. It was to abstain from food and
drink and go on a diet of soggy rice with a little lemon
juice in it. The druggist was of the opinion that it was
nothing—it would pass in a few days—everybody gets
it at first.
I went back to the cafe with the big fellow—Jim he
called himself—and listened to a Iqng story about his life
in Montreal where he had amassed a fortune, as a res- .
taurateur, and then lost it all in the stock market; He was
delighted to speak English again, "Don't touch the water
here," he said. "My water comes from a spring twenty
miles away. That's why I have such a big clientele.*'
We sat there talking about the wonderful winters in
Montreal, Jim had a special drinkprepared for me which

